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Against the winds of the mountain; 

But my cries, grown thin in all this space, 

Are diluted with emptiness .... 

Like the air, 

Thin and wide, 

Touching everything, 

Touching nothing. 

THE CITY AT MIDNIGHT 

The golden snow of the stars 
Drifts in mounds of light, 
Melts against the hot sides of the city: 
Cool cheek against burning breast, 
Cold golden snow falling all night. 

SHIP MASTS 

They stand there 

Stark as church spires; 

Bare stalks that will blossom — 

Tomorrow perhaps — 

Into flowers of the wind. 

THE SILLY EWE 

The silly ewe comes smelling up to me. 
Her tail wriggles without hinges, 
Both ends of it at once and equal. 

[73] 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Yesterday the parrot bit her; 

Last week the jaguar ate her young one; 

But experience teaches her nothing. 

CONSERVATISM 

The turkeys, 

Like hoop-skirted old ladies 

Out walking, 

Display their solemn propriety. 

A terrible force, 

Hungry and destructive, 

Emanates from their mistily blinking eyes. 

THE VAMPIRE BAT 

What was it that came out of the night? 

What was it that went away in the night? 

The little brown hen is huddled in the fence corner, 

Eyes already glazing. 

How should she know what came out of the night, 

Or what was taken away in the night? 

A shadow passed across the moon; 

The wind rustled in the mango trees. 

And now, in the morning, 

The little brown hen is huddled in the fence corner, 

Eyes already glazing; 

[74] 



